KABLOONA
brakes it by dragging his heels in the snow. Simultaneously, I
have flung the sled anchor overboard into the snow and am
clinging to the chain with all my might.  The sled stops, the
Eskimo goes forward and puts a dog back in its place; and at the
moment when he straightens up, I haul in the anchor, the sled
glides smoothly forward, the Eskimo drops down on it as it
comes abreast of him, and once again we sit side by side without
a word. Time passes, and Ohohunuak turns his head towards
me. I see a serious look in his face. Squall forward on the left.
We stare, he nods, and from that bobbing of his head I know
that the squall will not hit us. Still without a word we go on.
Together we spend hours like this, reading in the great Boot
of Silence. He learnt its lessons in childhood; I have come from
afar to spell them out with extreme difficulty. They have taught
me, above all, to discard things — haste, worry, rebelliousness,
selfishness. It has taken me a year to learn these lessons, and I
see suddenly that my year in the North has not been, as I thought
it, a year of conquest of the elements, but of conquest of myself.
And because of the peculiarity of my conquest, the Arctic is for
me no longer a source of suffering but of joy. It is the crucible
in which, slowly and patiently, the dross in my nature has to
some extent been melted away. In this Arctic have I found my
peace, the peace I was never able to find Outside. Except one
were a monk, or such extraordinary circumstances as war and
danger intervened, there was no way in which one could find
this peace. Outside, this sense of the brotherhood of man. Yet
this sense the Arctic had given me simply and directly. That
which, elsewhere, would demand a sublime degree of abnega-
tion, had been effected here by simple necessity.  How was I
going to say this sort of thing to the men of my soft world, who
sat in offices during the day and played bridge at night?
Next day we had been but a few hours on the way when it
became clear that we were lost. The coast was close at hand,
but we were running through such a chain of islands, that what
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